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With a shaky hand, Jean-Michel held the lighter over the bowl of the bong. The scent of marijuana wafted into 
the air as smoke collected in the glass chamber. The moment he pulled the bowl out and tried to inhale the 
potent smoke, his lungs were met with a deep sting and he felt like his chest was burning. The bassist pushed 
the bong aside before lurching forward and violently coughing in front of the bonfire. 


"Damn it, Jean-Mil You're wasting it! Give me that." 


Christian reached over to grab the bong and inhaled the remaining smoke. He kept it in for a second or so and 
released the smoke as it dissipated into the night air. 


"Sorry. I've never smoked before." Jean-Michel's voice was hoarse. He propped his elbow on his knee and laid 


his chin on his hand. 


"It takes practice, you know." 


The two men turned their heads to see Joe and Mario emerging from behind a tree. Mario held a water bottle 


in his hand and sat down next to Jean-Michel before offering him a sip. 
"Are you okay? You looked like you were going to pass out" 
The bassist took a few more gulps of water before clearing his throat. "Mm-hmm. A little bit." 


The four men had just completed one of their largest and most exhausting tours yet and once they made it 
back to France, they decided to celebrate by travelling south and going into the woods to camp out and get 
stoned. Their schedules left very little time to enjoy the pleasures life offered them so they found that it 
would be ideal to part with their inhibitions for just one night. 


"Pass me your bong, Christian" Joe sat down next to Christian and he placed the glass pipe in his lap. As the 
two smoked up together, Mario looked at Jean-Michel wistfully. 


‘| can show you another way to do it" The drummer had a mischievous smile on his face. The orange glow 


from the fire accentuated his expression. The cool air gently moved his feathery brown hair. 
"And how does that work?" 
"You'll see." Mario looked up to see his brother exhaling some smoke as Christian leaned on his shoulder. 


"Want some? I'll pack a fresh bowl for you." Mario nodded and Joe passed him the bong and lighter after 


making sure that the small receptacle on the side was full of marijuana. 


"Watch this." Mario placed his lips at the opening and lit up the bowl. Jean-Michel watched as smoke gathered 
in the chamber and disappeared seconds later. He was caught by surprise when Mario pulled him in as their 
lips connected. Curious hands touched his angular sideburns and by instinct, he took a deep breath in and 
almost fell into Mario's arms. This time, the smoke was more gentle inside him and he moaned with subdued 


euphoria. Once he pulled away, he allowed the mist to exit in a thin, quick stream. 


"I loved that." Jean-Michel's voice dipped down to a whisper. Mario chuckled and moved in closer to the bassist, 
wrapping both arms around his shoulders. Their moment was interrupted by Christian's laughter on the 
opposite side of the fire. 


‘Ive never seen that before. That was hot." Mario and Jean-Michel were already too high to protest. "It's 
great, isn't it? Our manager gave me some, he said it was the best stuff he's ever tried" Next to Christian, 
Joe was entranced by the fire as he stared at the flickering flames with half-lidded eyes. 


The guitarist giggled. "See? He's gone." 


The atmosphere was quiet and hazy except for the sound of firewood crackling and popping. A gust of wind 
picked up and the flames grew taller and angrier until it set up a hot barrier between the two pairs of men. 


Now that Joe and Christian were distracted by their high, Mario and Jean-Michel were free to do whatever 
they pleased. 


"Do you want to make out again?" Mario asked sheepishly. The whites of his eyes were already pale pink. 


Jean-Michel didn't say another word. He kissed Mario again and settled in his lap. Mario let his hands trail 
downward and cup Jean-Michel's firm ass as his tongue slid into the other man's mouth. Their stoned state 
cast warm sensations over them like a blanket. Time slowed down and they felt like the only ones in the world 
at that moment. 


Once they let go, a string of saliva connected their lower lips together. 


"| don't know why, but I'm so fucking horny." Jean-Michel blushed. He already felt that familiar throbbing 


sensation in his pants, but the marijuana made it stronger than usual. The tingling radiated down his thighs. 
"Me too. Let's go somewhere else." 


Mario and Jean-Michel helped each other up and walked deeper into the woods until the fire was just a small 
glowing dot in the distance. They found themselves under a canopy of trees where the moon shone in through 


small crevices in the branches. There was a rocky river bank behind them. 


They leaned against a tree and continued to kiss. The more they felt each other up, the hotter their bodies 
got. Mario stepped back and pulled his shirt off while Jean-Michel discarded his hoodie. Within a matter of 
time, Mario was nude and sitting with his back against the tree trunk while Jean-Michel kneeled over him. He 
ran a palm over the bassist's clothed bulge and hooked his fingers around the waistband before pulling it 
downward. 


"Holy fuck, it's so thick" And it was. Jean-Michel's cock was much larger than Mario's, and it was nearly twice 


as wide. It made Mario even more desperate and slutty. 


He opened his mouth and beckoned for Jean-Michel to stick the tip in Mario craned his head back and let the 
bassist's cock slide in before he started to suck gently. The drummer moaned around his partner's erect 
member, and every little sensation sent them both into overdrive. The moment the drummer's tongue slid 
down to circle his balls, Jean-Michel knew Mario was gifted at giving head. Lips suckled gently on the soft skin 


as Mario's tongue traced the sensitive creases. His hand caressed Jean-Michel's shaft. 


Jean-Michel looked down and saw Mario with his eyes closed, indulging in having his bandmate's manhood 
almost down his throat all while he touched himself. It was like having his cock worshipped. He pulled his t-shirt 
off and pushed Mario's head against the tree before thrusting in and out of his mouth. Mario's throat 
muscles relaxed and he took every inch as it came. The bassist was amazed at how Mario seemingly had no 
gag reflex. The shaft gently pulsed against the roof of Mario's mouth, which made him gag and swallow. Jean- 
Michel stifled a moan by biting his finger and pulled out before he could climax. Precum was already leaking 
from his cock and he was shaking and flushed. 


"Ha- ah...” 

"Were you gonna cum?" 

"Almost." 

"How about you do it inside me?" Mario got on all fours. Dirt and grass stained his back. 


As Jean-Michel knelt behind Mario with his cock inches away from the waiting hole, he had a moment of 
clarity and realized that he didn't have lube on hand. He spat a small amount of saliva onto his partner's hole 


before stimulating it with the tip of his tongue. 


"Oh- oh pufan." Mario moaned. He'd never experienced anything like this, but it was so damn good. Clearly, 
Jean-Michel knew how to use that tongue of his. Mario's cock twitched with excitement and he desperately 
needed to be filled. The slick muscle lubed up his hole from the outside and he closed his eyes before 
something larger entered him. He let out a continuous string of moans as he felt Jean-Michel's pressure 


growing inside him. 

Jean-Michel gasped. "So tight." He pushed in further, and the drummer's back arched instinctively as he 
yelped. Jean-Michel held onto Mario's waist and started with long, deep strokes. Mario's breaths were ragged 
and he shouted every time his sweet spot was hit. 

No experience felt more libertine and decadent than being naked and fucking in the forest. They were free to 


be as loud and loose as they wanted without the judgment of others or themselves. Either the weed turned 
him into a slut, or Mario craved nothing else but to be Jean-Michel's fucktoy. 


Mario's fingers dug into the dirt as Jean-Michel continued to pound his tight ass. He pressed his legs against 
Mario's firm thighs and hugged his partner's waist. By impulse, he pushed Mario into the ground and began to 
grind inside his hole. The sensation of the cock's tip rubbing inside Mario combined with his own penis against 
the grass kept him on the edge of orgasm. 

"Ah! Ah, Jean-Michel! Je vais jouin" 

Jean-Michel taunted the younger man by pulling out. 

"Pas encore" 


"Heh?" 


"l'm not done. Get on your back." 


Mario did as he was told. He bent his legs upward as the bassist mounted him and reinserted his cock. Nothing 
felt better than being weighed down and being railed. Mario had one hand on Jean-Michel's back and the other 
wrapped around his undercut. Their lips met again as the bassist battered on Mario's sweet spot. They groaned 
in unison as made rough and unrestrained love on the earth itself. Mario howled as he felt teeth sink into his 
neck. His cock twitched against Jean-Michel's stomach as his partner growled. Together, they fucked like wild 
animals in heat. 


Jean-Michel sat up and marvelled at the state of the younger man below him. Mario's body was grimy and 
mottled with sweat, dirt, and blades of grass. His hair was dishevelled and his head was tilted back, eyes closed 
and lips parted. He was incapacitated with pleasure and the haze of the weed still had a hold on him. 


"Mario..." 
"| want you to cum in me. Just do it." 


Mario continued to stroke himself, paying special attention to the tip while his partner rutted against him. 
Jean-Michel's hands grabbed Mario's ass and pounded harder into him. Languid gasps and moans escaped 
Mario's lips as he kept himself on the edge for longer. The pressure was making his cock ache. 


It took a few more pumps for Jean-Michel to climax, and he came with a scream of ecstasy. He moaned as he 
blew his load inside Mario, who orgasmed at the same time. Once he felt his partner's cock pulsate inside him 
and the hot sensation behind his stomach as cum filled his insides, he cried out until his throat burned as 
strings of cum dripped down his shaft and onto his pubes and stomach. His legs shook as heat overtook his 
body. Mario tried to grind against Jean-Michel in an attempt to ride out the last of his orgasm. 


The bassist collapsed onto Mario and laid on top of him for a while. They groaned at the same time, too 
exhausted to say another word. They had no desire to dress and go back to the campsite. The warmth of each 
other's bodies was enough despite the chilly temperature. 

"| hope Joe and Christian didn't hear this." Mario said as he broke the silence. 

"He won't. | think they're sleeping.” 

"If they ask, | can just tell them we got lost.” 


"Good idea" 


Mario turned to lie on his side only to feel the grime settled on his skin. "Ugh, I'm so dirty. I'll clean up in the 
morning.” He yawned and his eyes shut, not caring if he decided to sleep naked on the grass. 


